124                               DEATH  AND  TO-MORROW
"Was wisscn diese dummen Franzosen was sic noch Icidcn wcrdcn." He also
said that Germany was a Socialist stale, and if you saw those Frence
bourgeoisie clinging to their money it made you positively sick. In
the evening I rang up the Frenchman and repeated these words to
him. He got nasty and said lie didn't Relieve a word 1 said. I was
a sale Anglais, and he put down the receiver with a hang. I couldn't
hear the bang, but I felt it all right.
The third episode was different, A Prussian Junker belonging to
the class that had ruled Germany for such a long period came to
Joe'$ and because he had a lot of drink in him, dnd because, f imagine,
he took a liking to me, he spoke very blunt ly against his own
country, ft began with him asking fora certain restaurant where, so
he was informed, Tsarist officers congregated. I didn't know the
restaurant, though I used to know hundreds of White Russians.
"If I find it," he said, "I don't suppose 1 will be well received.
Those men have every right to dislike me who belong to a nation
that's practically the ally of Soviet Russia. We're a despicable
nation. Tor years we bang the table and shout that Communism
is our enemy, and then we go and ally ourselves with it." I le ordered
champagne, and made the remark thai Germany had produced the
three most dislikeable men of history: Luther, Marx, and Hitler,
"Don't speak so loud," I said, "The Gestapo might hoar you/
It was an amusing situation. But he spoke loud. He contended
that the Germans were a nation of suicides. Whenever in history
Germany began to rise she went and committed suicide. The
Thirty Years' War was a striking example of how Germany dealt
with herself if the chance were given her. Because he spoke so
freely I ventured to remark that if Germany wanted to kill herself
it was her sovereign right to do so, and f doubted that anybody would
feel like stopping her. As a painter, I explained, I could even sec
dark red beauty in the suicide of a people, but why did Germany
want to kill everybody around her before she finished off herself?
Deep from the cup came the answer.
"What right has the rest of the world to live if we die because
we don't know how to live?"
It was putting it in an honest fashion. Though, as the clock ticks
on, I find less and less time for such utterances, I couldn't then but
shudder with masochistic admiration at such a picture. Let every-
body perish because I don't know what to make of life! But my
admiration went as my mind recalled that this sort of German
bunkum had caused more misery in this world than anything else.
It may be sincere, but that's no excuse.
He had no illusions about the war. It would last a long time, and